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Lost in his mystic vision, he seemed an effigy of
prayer incarnate. I walked towards him to dis-
cover what was the image that inspired this rap-
turous adoration. In the background of the shrine
stood an idol crudely carved in a sort of bas-relief,
about the size of a nine-year-old child—the gesticu-
lating form of Hanuman, the monkey-headed god.
Wrapped in tin-foil like a slab of chocolate, with two
studs of red mica for the eyes, die Hindu god re-
minded me of the grotesque Aunt Sallys of our
country fairs. A little heap of jasmine and orange-
flowers, strewn on a layer of red powder, lay between
the idol's feet. The man continued praying, I had
not disturbed him. Absorbed in his devotions, he
had not even noticed my approach.
At the water's edge men were busy washing their
long turbans and dhotis—loin-cloths—and hanging
them out to dry on the low branches of the trees,
which little by little seemed to be '" going gay "
with white and crimson streamers. Just in front of
them a holy man, a Sadhu, was performing his daily
yogi exercises; waist-deep in the water he vomited
effortlessly every two minutes.
With the first hour of the afternoon approached
the respite of siesta. Gradually the stairway grew
deserted ; the steps shone blinding white \ almost
I could hear them crackling in the heat. On my
left the foreshore widened out into a sort of quay
dotted with trees in whose shadow lay white and
yellow forms, men and cattle, drowsing out the ardent
hours. A group of women were squatting in a circle
on the ground ; with their bright-hued draperies
and veils they looked like a cluster of huge poppies
fallen in the dust. They were chattering away,
but rarely made a gesture. Now and again, when
one of them straightened a cramped limb, I saw

